*                  ,                      John Fiske

:                         tuned.  The glories of autumn's rich foliage were

;i                         just beginning to manifest themselves in the occa-

|                         sional burning bush, the scarlet maple, and the

variegated tints creeping over the woodlands.  As

|                         Fiske plodded the long rise of road from Athol to

/j                              the high plateau of Petersham, every step forward

|                             was the revelation of an ever-increasing charm,

;.'>                             until, as he reached the summit, he found spread

|                             before him a scene of indescribable beauty and of

singular impressiveness, as on either hand the re-

;                             spective valleys with their ridges of wooded hills,

\                             just blushing with autumn's coming colors, rolled

ii                             miles and miles away.

I                                 As Fiske moved onward he was  profoundly

\                             affected by the beauty of the surrounding country,

vj                         and as he approached Petersham, lying a little be-

low him on the southern slope of the plateau, he
stepped aside to survey the whole scene with this
hamlet lying so quietly before him, its church spire
gilded by the setting sun and rising so picturesquely
among the trees, and to speculate upon what these
surroundings held in. store for him.

Could he only have known! In the years to come
we are to see this temporary resting-place trans-
formed in his mind into a veritable Mount Pisgah;
we are also to see this romantic adventure ripen, in
the midst of these beautiful surroundings, into the
holiest of human ties. Further, we are to see these
surroundings so made a part of his own life that they
are to become a measure of nature's beauty in many

246an mind, shows how far and away
